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The Tragedy of Cym be line. 


T he confequence o’th’Crownc.and muft not 4 foyle 
T he precious note ofit; with a bafe Slauc, 

AHilding for a Liuotie,a Squires Cloth, 

A Pander; not fo eminent. 

lmo. Prophanc Fellow ; 

Wert thou the Sonne of/»piV«r 3 and no more. 

But what thou art befides: ihou wer't too bafe, 
TobehisGrooine ; thou wer’t dignified enough 
Euen to the point of Enuie. I f’cwerc made 
Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be ftil’d 
The vnder Hangman of his Kingdoine; and hated 
For being prefer’d fo well. 

Clot. The South-Fog rot him. 
lmo. He neuer can meete more mifchance.thcn come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His mean’ll Garment 
That cuer hath but dipt his body; is dearer 
In my refpe<5l,then all the Heires aboue thee. 

Were they all made fuch men : How now Pifanio ? 

Enter Pifanio, 

Clot. His Garments ? Now the diueJI. 

lmo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. 

Clot. His Garment? 

lmo, Iamfprightedwith aFoole, 

Frighted,and angred worfe: Go bid my woman 
Search for a Iewell, that too cafually 
Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
Ifl would loofe it for a Reucnew, 

Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 

I faw’t this morning : Confident I am. 

Laft night’t was on mine Arme; I kifs’d it, 

I hope it be not gone,to tell my Lord 
That I kifle aught but he. 

Pif Twill not be loft. 
lmo. I hope fo : go and fearch. 

Clot. You haue abus’d me: 

His meaneft Garment ? 
lmo. 1,1 faid lo Sir, 

If you will make’t an Action,call witnefle to’t. 

Clot, I will enformeyour Father, 
lmo. Your Mother too : 

She’s my good Lady; and will concieue,Ihope 
But the worft of me. So I leaue your Sir, 
To’th’worftofdifcontcnt. Exit. 

Clot, lie ibereueng’d: * 

His mean’ft Garment ? W ell. Exit. 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Pofihumm,and P hilario. 

Pofi, Fearc it not Sir: I would I were fo fare 
To winne the King, as 1 am bold, her Flonour 
Will recnaineher’s. 

Phil. What meanes do you make to him ? 

Pofi. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent winters ftatc,and wilh 
That warmer dayes would come: In thefe fear’d hope 
I barely gratifie your loue; they faylingi 

I muft die much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodncfle.and your company, 
Ore»payes all I can do. By this your King, 

Hath heard ofGreat ^iagufitu: Canto Lucius, 

Will do’s Commiflion throughly. And I think 


( 



Hee’le grant the Tribute: fend ch’Arrerages. 

Or lookc vpon our Romaines,whofc remembran 
Is yet frelh in their griefe. ce 

Pofi. I do beleeue 

(Statift though I am none,nor like to be) 

That this willproue a Warre; and you {Rail heare 
The Legion now in Gallia,fooner landed 
In our not-fearing-Britaine,then haue tyding. 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order’d,then when lulitu Cafar 
Smil’d at their lacke of skill,but found their couraee 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difeipline, 

(Now wing-led with their courages)will make know 
To theif Approuers, they are People,fuch Wn 

Tbat'mend vpon the world. Enterlathimo 

Phi. See Iachimof 

Pofi. The fwifteft Hart?,hauepofted you bv l 9n J. 
And Windes of all the Corners kifs’d your Sailcs ’ 
To make your veflell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir, 

Pofi. I hope the briefenclTe of your anfwcre,jnacle 
The fpeedinefle ofyour returne. 
lachi. Your Lady, 

Is one of the fayreft that I haue look’d vpon 
Pofi. And therewithall the bctt.or let her beauty 
Lookc thorough a Cafemcnc to allure falfe hearts * 1 
And be falfe with them. * 

lachi. Heere are Letters for you. 

Pofi. Their tenure good I truft. 
lack. ’Tis very like. 

Pofi. Was Catut Lucitu in the Britaine Court 
When you were there ? 

lack. He was expected then. 

But not approach’d. 

Pofi. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this Stone as it was wonr,or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack Ifl haue loft it, 

I fhould haue loft the worth ofit in Gold 
lie make a iourney twice as farre,t’enioy 
A lecond night of fuch fwcet fliortneffe, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne. 

Pofi. The Stones too hard t© come by. 
lack. Not a whit. 

Your Lady being foeafy. 

Pofi. Make note Sir 

Your Ioffe, your Sport; I hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

lack. Good Sir,we muft 
If you keepe Couenant: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant 
We were to queftion farther; but I now 
Profefferny iclfe the winner of her Honor, 

Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her,or you hauing proceeded but 
By both your wiJles. 

Pofi. Ifyoucaivmak’tapparant 
That yon haue tailed her in Bed; my hand, 

And Ring is yours. If not,the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour; gaines,orloofcs. 

Your Sw«rd,or mine,or Mafterleffe leaue both 
To who (ball finde them. 

Inch. Sir,my Circumftances 
Being fo nere the Truth,as I will make them, 

Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength 
Iwill confirme wit h oath,which I doubt not , 
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The Tragedie of Cjmbeline. 



you’l giue me leaue to fpare, when you (hall finde 

youneedeit noc. 
pofi. Proceed. 

Ucb. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
(VVber e I confeflc I flept not, bur profefle 
[{ad that was wel! worth watching) it was bang’d 
\Yith Tapiftry of Silke.and Siiuer, the Story 
proud Cleopatra, when (he met her Roman, 

An ASidvM fwcli’d aboue the Bankes, or for 
Thepreffe of Boates, or Price. A peece of Worke 
Sobraoely done, fo rich, that it did ftriuc 
jn W or ^ cman ^ J P» sn< ^ Value, which I wonder’d 
Couid be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 

Since the true life on v c was-- 

pofi. This is true : 

^ n d rhi* you might haue heard of hecre, by me. 

Or by fome other. 

Inch. More particulars 
Muft iuftifie my knowledge. 

Pofi. So they muft, 

Or doc your Honour iriiury. 

Iacb. The Chimney 

Is South the Chamber, and the Chimnejvpeece 
Chafte Dian, bathing : neuer faw I figures 
So likely to report themielues; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumber, outwent her. 

Motion,and Breach left out© 

Pofi. This is a thing 

Which you might from Relation likewife reape, 

Beii^ as ir. is, much fpeke of. 

Jack. rheRoofe o’th’Cbamber, 

With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Siluer, each on one foote (landing, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Pofi *This is her Honor : 

Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praife 
Be giuen to ybur remembrance) the defeription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faucs 
The wager you haue laid. 

Iacb . Then if you can 

Be pale, I begge but leaue to ayre this Iewell: Sec, 

And now ’tis vp againc: it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Pofi. lone .- 

Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

Iacb. Sir (I thanke her)that 
She ftript it from her Arme : I fee her yet: 

Her pretty Aftion, did out-fell her guife. 

And yet enrich'd it too: (lie gauc it me, 

And laid, (lie priz’d it once. 

Pofi. May be, flic pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 

Iacb . She writes fo to you ? doth (bee ? 

Pofi. O no,no,no,’tis true. Hccre, take this too, 

It is a Bafiliske vnto mine eye, 

Killes me to looke on*t: Let there be no Honor, 

Where there is Beauty: Truth,wherefemblance: Loue, 
Where there’s another man. The Vowes of Women, 

Of no more bondage be, to w here they are made. 

Then they arc to their Vertucs,which is nothing: 
O,aboue meafure falfe. 

Phil. Haue patience Sir, 

And take your Ring againe/tis not yet wonne ? 

It may be probable flic loft it; or 


Who knowes ifone her women, being corrupted 
Hath ftolnc it from her, 

Pofi. Very true. 

And fo I hope hccameby tibackemy Ring, 

Render to me fome corporall figne about her 
More euident then this: for this was ftolne, 

Iacb. By lupitcr, I had it from her Arme. 

Pofi . Hcarkc you,he fweares: by Jupiter he fweares. 
’Tjstrue, nay keepe the Ring; ’tis true :I am fure 
She would not loofe it ?her Attendants are 
All fwornc,and honourable: they induc’d to fleale it? 

And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy’d her, 

1 The Cognilancc of her incontinencie 
! Is this: (lie hath bought thename of Whore,thus dcerly 
j There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
i Diuidc thcmfclues betweene you. 

Phil. Sir, be patient: 

This is not ftrong enough to be belecu’d 
Of one perfwaded well of. 

Pofi. Neuer talkcon’c: 

She hath bin coked by him. 

Iacb, Ifyotjfeeke 

For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft 
(Worthy her prefting) lyes a Mole, right proud j 
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life 
I kift it, and it gaue me prefent hunger 
Tofeedcagaine, chough full. You do remember 
This ftaincvpon her? 

Pofi . I, and it doth confirme 
Another ftainc, as bigge as Hell can hold. 

Were there no more but it. 
lack. Will you heare more? 

Pofi. Spare your Ai echmaticke, 

Neuer count the Turnes: Once,and a Million# 
lack* Ilebe fworne. 

Pofi. Nofwearing: 

If you will i weare you haue not done’t, you lye, 

And I will kill thee, if thou do’ft deny 
Thou ft made me Cuckold.': 
lack. He deny nothing, 

Pofi. O that I had her hcere 5 to teare her Limb»meale: \ 
I will go there 3nd doo’t, i’ch’Court,before 
Her Father, lledofomething. Sxiu 

Phil . Quite befides 

The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne s 
Let’s follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelfe. 

lack. Witb all my heart. Excrtnt. 

Enter Pofibamu* 

Pofi. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be halfe-worlters? We are all Baftards, 

And that moft venerable man, which l 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When I was flampe. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit: yet my Mother feem’d 
The Did# of that time: fo doth my Wife 
TheNon-pareillofthis. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 

Me of my lawfull pteafure flie reftrain’d, 

And pray’d me oft forbearance; didit with 
A pudencie fo Rofie, the fweet view onY 
Might well haue wtfrnfd olde Saturn* $ 

That I thought her 

As Chafte, as vn-Suiin’d Snow. Oh,all the Diuels !' 

This yellow Jacbimo in an houre, was't not ? 
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